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the world the creation of such a department had been
one of the first steps for the defense of the country.
Instead, while our nationals were the victims of harsh
discrimination in South Africa, the government of India
continued to ship rice to that country. In the balance
of trade between South Africa and India, our exports
of rice were offset by our imports of insult.
My mind goes back to the day I arrived in a small
country craft at a village along the Padma River. It
was a little after noon. The sun was blazing hot and
I was feeling the strain of travel, having spent the night
before on a wooden plank at a wayside railway station.
I had made arrangements to be met at the village by
an interpreter, who was a small-town Moslem lawyer
handling the trivial cases of theft and minor offenses,
which are tried in the district courts. He had come to
meet my boat, and he conducted me to the bamboo shack
reserved for the use of visitors to the village, who were
few. As we walked from the riverside along the narrow
lanes under the shade of the palms and the dried-up
banana trees, he pointed to a group of young children.
They were emaciated to the bone. Sadly they were look-
ing at a man who was lying on the ground and breathing
heavily. He was their father.
The dying man was a Moslem with a young, black,
scraggy beard. He had been reduced by hunger to a
skeleton. His eyes were wide open but he was not
looking at anything in particular. There was a vacant
gaze of unconsciousness in them. I knew he was alive
only because he was breathing deeply.
"I think he is unconscious," I said to the lawyer.
The lawyer shook his head and said, "He is finished.
In another hour or two he will be dead. He has been
lying there for two days now."